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See You At The Show 


Author's Notes: 
Disclaimer: This is nothing but harmless fiction None of this is real and none of this ever happened. No harm 


is meant, it's all imaginary. 


The crowd still screamed for more as the band left the stage. Even as the house lights came back up, they 
screamed for more. No one could get enough of Metallica, but Metallica had had enough of the stage for the 
night. 


James walked through the halls of the Olympic Saddledome in Calgary, Alberta, still wound up from the stage. 
Not to mention drunk. It seemed like he just couldn't set foot on stage with at least a few drinks in him, and on 
stage he couldn't let himself get sober. He just didn't want to be. 


He looked around, occasionally pushing away a groupie or two. Not that he didn't need somewhere to stick his 
dick, god did he ever. Hard as a rock.. he almost always was when he left the stage. But tonight, he didn't want 
a nameless fuck, some girl who wanted to tell her friends she'd fucked James Hetfield. He didn't want a girl 


who wanted to fuck his name. Tonight, he wanted something else. 


A face stood out in the swarm of groupies and autograph hounds. A young man among everyone else. The 
young man was different.. strong eyes, experienced eyes that were an eerie green-blue. His hair was wavy, not 
so much curly, framing his face and just making him look even younger, even more out of place. He kind of 


reminded James of himself at that age, looking so much like he was still a child 

Those eyes called to James, making him forget about everyone else around. There was something about the 
boy that James wanted. Nearly needed. He grabbed one of the security members and pulled him close. "That 
kid, the blond kid, the guy. | want him in my dressing room in five minutes," he told the large man before he 
walked off, heading to his dressing room. 

James looked around his room before he sat down on the couch, closing his eyes to take a few moment's 
peace. In five minutes, he was going to feel a whole lot better. Right on time, the security guard shoved the 
boy through the door before closing the door behind him. The young man looked at James for a moment 
before he gave him a crooked, nervous smile, still staying close to the door. 


"Relax," James said, sitting up a little and grabbing a beer from a nearby cooler. "Want a drink?" 


"Sure," the boy answered, walking a little closer. He started to sit down and James reached out, grabbing his 


hand. 


"Sit here," James said, sitting the boy down next to him. He handed the boy a beer, giving him a faint, fake 


smile. 


The boy took the beer, taking a long drink before he started to look around the room. James watched him, 


eyeing him closely. "So what's your name?" he asked, breaking the silence. 

The boy looked at James, finishing his beer. "Chad," he answered quietly. 

"How old are you?" 

"Eighteen," Chad answered, putting his beer bottle on the floor. 

James nodded, leaning back on the couch and stretching, spreading his legs a little. "Is that legal in Canada?" 


"Kinda," Chad answered with a shrug, "Not really," he added, looking around for a moment before he looked at 


James again. "Do you care?" 

James looked at Chad before he smirked and shook his head. "No. | don't," he answered, reaching out to place 
his hand over Chad's crotch. The boy instantly moaned, arching into James' hand. James chuckled, he couldn't 
have asked for a better way to spend the next part of his night. 


"If you wanna fuck, kid, you'd better suck first.. or it might hurt," James mumbled, grabbing another beer. 


Chad apparently didn't need to be told twice. He slid to his knees and moved in front of James. James watched, 
sipping his beer as the boy pulled out his cock, instantly sucking it down his throat. James groaned, pushing up 
into Chad's mouth as he tangled his fingers in Chad's hair. He put his beer down, turning all of his attention to 
Chad. 


"Stop," he groaned after a while, reluctantly pulling Chad off of his cock. "Take off your pants, kid," he 
mumbled, laying the kid on the floor. 


Chad did as he was told, his eyes full of lust as he gazed up at James. James slid his fingers into Chad's 
mouth, getting the boy to suck on them for a moment before he slid one, then another, then a third into 
Chad, making him groan and whimper. Chad writhed on the floor, moaning James' name. When James couldn't 


wait anymore, he took out his fingers and slammed himself into Chad, pounding into him as hard as he could. 


Chad laid on the floor beneath James, moaning and panting as he stroked himself, his Metallica t-shirt starting 
to bunch up the harder James moved. James buried his face in Chad's neck, biting and sucking as he moved 
harder and harder. Chad came first, whimpering James’ name and clamping down around him. James lasted a 


few more thrusts before he lost it, thrusting deep into Chad and growling in answer. 


Knocking on the door followed by Lars' angry voice broke James out of his haze. He slowly pulled out of Chad, 
listening to the boy whimper quietly beneath him. "You ok?" James asked Chad, fixing his pants. 


Chad nodded, slowly sitting up. "M" fine," he answered, pulling his pants back on. 


James eyed Chad for a moment before he stood up. "Thanks, kid," he said, patting Chad on the ass. "See ya 
‘round," he said before opening the door, handing Chad off to the guard outside the door. He made sure the 
guard gave Chad the best treatment before he followed Lars down the hall to wherever it was he wanted to 


go. 


